
MADAME BOVARY By Gustave Flaubert Translated from the French by Eleanor Marx-Aveling To Marie-Antoine-Jules Senard Member of the Paris Bar, Ex-President of the National Assembly, and Former Minister of the Interior Dear and Illustrious Friend, Permit me to inscribe your n
ame at the head of this book, and above its dedication; for it is to you, before all, that I owe its publication. Reading over your magnificent defence, my work has acquired for myself, as it were, an unexpected autho rity. Accept, then, here, the homage of my gratitude, which, how gre
at soever it is, will never attain the height of your eloquence and your devotion. Gustave Flaubert Paris, 12 April 1857 Part I Chapter One We were in class when the head-master came in, followed by a "new fel low," not wearing the school uniform, and a school servant carryin
g a large desk. Those who had been asleep woke up, and every one rose as if just surprised at his work. The head-master made a sign to us to sit down. Then, turning to the class-master, he  said to him in a low voice-- "Monsieur Roger, here is a pupil whom I reco
mmend to your care; he'll be in the second. If his work and conduct are satisfactory, he will go into one of the upper classes, as becomes his age." The "new fellow," standing in the corner be hind the door so that he could hardly be seen, was a country lad of a
bout fifteen, and taller than any of us. His hair was cut square on his forehead like a village chorister's; he looked reliable, but very ill at ease. Altho ugh he was not broad-shouldered, his sh ort school jacket of green cloth with black buttons must have been ti
ght about the arm-holes, and showed at the opening of the cuffs red wrists accustomed to being bare. His legs, in blue stockings, looked out from beneath yellow trousers, drawn tig ht by braces, He wore stout, ill-cleaned, hob-nailed boots. We began rep
eating the lesson. He listened with all his ears, as attentive as if at a sermon, not daring even to cross his legs or lean on his elbow; and when at two  o'clock the bell rang, the master was obliged to tell him to fall into line with the rest of us. When we came bac
k to work, we were in the habit of throwing our caps on the ground so as to have our hands more fr ee; we used from the door to toss them und er the form, so that they hit against the wall and made a lot of dust: it was "the thing." But, whether he had not 
noticed the trick, or did not dare to attempt it, the "new fellow," was still holding his cap on his knee s even after prayers were over. It was one of those head-gears of composite o rd er, in which we can find traces of the bearskin, shako, billycock hat, sea
lskin cap, and cotton night-cap; one of those poor things, in fine, whose dumb ugliness has depths o f expression, like an imbecile's face. Oval, stiffened with whalebone, it began wi th thr ee round knobs; then came in succession lozenges of velvet and rabbit-s
kin separated by a red band; after that a sort of bag that ended in a cardboard polygon covered with c omplicated braiding, from which hung, at the end of a long thin cord, small twisted gold threads in the manner of a tassel. The cap was new; its peak shone. "Rise," sai
d the master. He stood up; his cap fell. The whole class began to laugh. He stooped to pick it up. A ne ighbor knocked it down again with his elbow; he picked it up once more. "Get rid of your helmet," said the master, who was a bit of a wag. There was a burst of laughter 
from the boys, which so thoroughly put the poor lad out of countenance that he did not know whether to keep his cap in his hand, leave it on the ground, or put it on his head. He sat down again and placed it on his knee. "Rise," repeated the master, "and tell me your name." 
The new boy articulated in a stammering voice an un intelligible name. "Again!" The same sputtering of syllables was heard, drowned by the tittering of the class. "Louder!" cried the master; "louder!" The "new fellow" then took a supreme resolution, opened an inordinately large 
mouth, and shouted at the top of his voice as if callin g someone in the word "Charbovari." A hubbub broke out, rose in crescendo with bursts of shrill voices (they yelled, barked, stamped, repeated "Charbovari! Charbovari"), then died away into single notes, growing quieter o
nly with great difficulty, and now and again suddenly recommencing along the line of a form whence rose here and there, like a damp cracker going off, a stifled laugh. However, amid a rain of impositions, order was gradually re-established in the class; and the maste
r having succeeded in catching the name of "Charles Bovary," having had it dictated to him, spelt out, and re-read, at o nce ordered the poor devil to go and sit down on the punishment form at the foot of the master's desk. He got up, but before going hesitated. "What a
re you looking for?" asked the master. "My c-a-p," tim idly said the "new fellow," casting troubled looks round him . "Fi ve hu ndred lines for all the class!" shouted in a furious voice stopped, like the Quos ego*, a fresh outburst. "Silence!" contin
ued the master indignantly, wiping his brow with his h a ndkerchief, which he had just taken from his cap. "As to  you, 'new boy,' you will conjugate 'ridiculus sum'** twenty times." Then, in a gentler tone, "Come, you'll find your c
ap again; it hasn't been stolen." *A quotation from the Aenei d signifying a threat. **I am ridiculous. Quiet was rest ored. Heads bent over desks, and the "new fellow" remained for two hours in an exemplary attitude, although 
from time to time some paper pellet flipped from the tip of a pen came bang in his face. But he wiped his face with one hand and continued motionless, his eyes lowered. In the evening, at preparation, he pulled out his pen
s from his desk, arranged his small belongings, and carefully ruled his paper. We saw him working conscientiou sl y, looking up every word in the dictionary, and taking the greatest pains. Thanks, no doubt, to the willing
ness he showed, he had not to go down to the class below. But though he knew his rules passably, he had little  finish in composition. It was the cure of his village who had taught him his first Latin; his parents, from motiv
es of economy, having sent him to school as late as possible. His father, Monsieur Charles Denis Bartolome B ovary , retired assistant-surgeon-major, compromised about 1812 in certain conscription scandals, and forc
ed at this time to leave the service, had taken advantage of his fine figure to get hold of a dowry of sixty thou san d fran cs that offered in the person of a hosier's daughter who had fallen in love with his good looks. A fine ma
n, a great talker, making his spurs ring as he walked, wearing whiskers that ran into his moustache, his fin ger s alway s garni shed with rings and dressed in loud colours, he had the dash of a military man with the easy go of a 
commercial traveller. Once married, he lived for three or four years on his wife's fortune, dining well, risi ng  late, s mokin g long porcelain pipes, not coming in at night till after the theatre, and haunting cafes. The father-in-
law died, leaving little; he was indignant at this, "went in for the business," lost some money in it, th en  retire d to the  country, where he thought he would make money. But, as he knew no more about farming than ca
lico, as he rode his horses instead of sending them to plough, drank his cider in bottle instead of  s elling  it in c ask, ate the finest poultry in his farmyard, and greased his hunting-boots with the fat of his pigs, h
e was not long in finding out that he would do better to give up all speculation. For two hundr ed  fran cs a y ear he managed to live on the border of the provinces of Caux and Picardy, in a kind of place half
 farm, half private house; and here, soured, eaten up with regrets, cursing his luck, jealous o f eve ryone , he shut himself up at the age of forty-five, sick of men, he said, and determined to live at pea
ce. His wife had adored him once on a time; she had bored him with a thousand servilities t hat h ad onl y estranged him the more. Lively once, ex pansive and affectionate, in growing older she
 had become (after the fashion of wine that, exposed to air, turns to vinegar) ill-tempered, g rumbl ing, ir ri table. She had suffered so muc h without complaint at first, until she had see
m him going after all the village drabs, and until a s core of bad houses sent him back to h er at ni ght, w ea ry, stinking drunk. Then her pr ide revolted. After that she was silent, burying
 her anger in a dumb stoicism that she maintaine d till her death. She was constantly g oing about l ookin g a fter bus iness matters. She called on the lawyers, the president, remember
ed when bills fell due, got them rene wed, and  at home ironed, sewed, washed, loo ked after the wo rkme n, pa id the accounts, while h e, troubling himself about nothing, eternally b
esotted in sleepy sulkiness, whence he only roused himself to say disagr eeable things to her, s at smoking by the fire and spitting  in to the cinders. When she had a child, it had to 
be sent out to nurse. When he came h ome, the lad was spoilt as if he were a prince. His m other stuffed him with jam; his father let him run about barefoot, and, playing the philosopher, ev
en said he might as well go about quite  naked like the young of animals. A s oppos ed to the maternal ideas, he had a certain virile idea of childhood on which he sought to mould his 
son, wishing him to be brought up hardi ly, like a Spartan, to give him a stro ng con sti tution. He sent him to bed without any fire, taught him to drink off large draughts of rum and to j
eer at religious processions. But, peacea ble by nature, the lad answered only poor ly to hi s notions. His mother always kept him near her; she cut out cardboard for him, told him tales, entert
ained him with endless monologues full of melancholy gaiety and charming nonsense.  In her l i fe's isolatio n she centered on the child's head all her shattered, broken little vanities. She dreamed o
f high station; she already saw him, tall, handsome, clever, settled as an engineer or i n t he l aw. She taught  him to read, and even, on an old piano, she had taught him two or three little songs. But t
o all this Monsieur Bovary, caring little for letters, said, "It was not worth while. Wou ld they ever have the means to send him to a public school, to buy him a practice, or start hi
m in business? Besides, with cheek a man always gets on in the world." Madam e Bovary bit her lips, and the child knocked about the village. He went after the labourers,
 drove away with clods of earth the ravens that were flying about. He ate blac kberries along the hedges, minded the geese with a long switch, went haymaking during 
harvest, ran about in the woods, played hop-scotch under the church porch on rainy  days, and at great fetes begged the beadle to let him toll the bells, that he might hang all 
his weight on the long rope and feel himself borne upward by it in its swing. Meanwh ile  he grew like an oak; he was strong on hand, fresh of colour. When he was twelve years ol
d his mother had her own way; he began lessons. The cure took him in hand; but the lessons w ere so short and irregular that they could not be of much use. They were given at spare mome
nts in the sacristy, standing up, hurriedly, between a baptism and a burial; or else the cure, if he  h ad  not to go out, sent for his pupil after the Angelus*. They went up to his room and settled down; t
he flies and moths fluttered round the candle. It was close, the child fell asleep, and the good m an,  be ginning to doze with his hands on his stomach, was soon snoring with his mouth wide open. On ot
her occasions, when Monsieur le Cure, on his way back after administering the viaticum to some  sick person in the neighbourhood, caught sight of Charles playing about the fields, he called him, 
lectured him for a quarter of an hour and took advantage of the occasion to make him conjugate his v erb a t the foot of a tree. The rain interrupted them or an acquaintance passed. All the same he was alway
s pleased with him, and even said the "young man" had a very good memory. *A devotion said at mo rni ng, n oo n, a nd evening, at the sound of a bell. Here, the evening prayer. Charles could not go on like this. Mada
me Bovary took strong steps. Ashamed, or rather tired out, Monsieur Bovary gave in without a stru g gl e,  and th e y waite d  o n e year longer, so that the lad should take his first communion. Six months more passed, and the year
 after Charles was finally sent to school at Rouen, where his father took him towards the end of Octo b e r,  a t the time of th e S t. R omain fair. It would now be impossible for any of us to remember anything about him. He was a youth 
of even temperament, who played in playtime, worked in school-hours, was attentive in class, slept w el l in the dorm it or y, and ate well in the refectory. He had in loco parentis* a wholesale ironmonger in the Rue Ganterie, w
ho took him out once a month on Sundays after his shop was shut, sent him for a walk on the quay to l o ok  a t the boat s, an d  then brought him back to college at seven o'clock before supper. Every Thursday evening he wrote a lo
ng letter to his mother with red ink and three wafers; then he went over his history note-books, or read an  old vo lume of "Anarchasis" that was knocking about the study. When he went for walks he talked to the servant, 
who, like himself, came from the country. *In place of a parent. By dint of hard work he kept always about the m iddle of the class; once even he got a certificate in natural history. But at the end of his third year his parents wi
thdrew him from the school to make him study medicine, convinced that he co uld even take his degree by himself. His  mother chose a room for him on the fourth floor of a dyer's she knew, overlooking the Eau-de-Robec. She made arrange
ments for his board, got him furniture, table and two chairs, sent home for a n old cherry-tree bedstead, and bought besides a small cast-iron stove with the supply of wood that was to warm the poor child. Then at the end of a week she d
eparted, after a thousand injunctions to be good now that he was goin g to be left to himself. The syllabus that  he re ad on the notice-board stunned him; lectures on anatomy, lectures on pathology, lectures on physiology, lectures on ph
armacy, lectures on botany and clinical medicine, and therapeutics, with out counting hygiene and materia medic a--a ll names of whose etymologies he was ignorant, and that were to him as so many doors to sanctuaries filled with magnific
ent darkness. He understood nothing of it all; it was all very well to listen-- he did not follow. Still he worked; he had bound  note-books, he attended all the courses, never missed a single lecture. He did his little daily task like a mill-horse, who goes
 round and round with his eyes bandaged, not knowing what work he is doing. To spare him expense his mother sent him e very week by the carrier a piece of veal baked in the oven, with which he lunched when he came back from the hospital, whil
e he sat kicking his feet against the wall. After this he had to run off to lectures, to the operation-room, to the hospital, and re turn to his home at the other end of the town. In the evening, after the poor dinner of his landlord, he went back to his room
 and set to work again in his wet clothes, which smoked as he sat in front of the hot stove. On the fine summer evenings, at th e time when the close streets are empty, when the servants are playing shuttle-cock at the doors, he opened his window a
nd leaned out. The river, that makes of this quarter of Rouen a wretched little Venice, flowed beneath him, between the b ridges an d the railings, yellow, violet, or blue. Working men, kneeling on the banks, washed their bare arms in the water. On poles
 projecting from the attics, skeins of cotton were drying in the air. Opposite, beyond the roots spread the pure heaven  with th e red sun setting. How pleasant it must be at home! How fresh under the beech-tree! And he expanded his nostrils to b
reathe in the sweet odours of the country which did not reach him. He grew thin, his figure became taller, his face too k a saddened look that made it nearly interesting. Naturally, through indifference, he abandoned all the resolutions 
he had made. Once he missed a lecture; the next day all the lectures; and, enjoying his idleness, little by little, he gave up work altogether. He got into the habit of going to the public-house, and had a passion for do
minoes. To shut himself up every evening in the dirty public room, to push about on marble tables th e small sheep bones with black dots, seeme d to him a fine proof of his freedom, which raise
d him in his own esteem. It was beginning to see life, the sweetness of stolen pleasures; an d w hen  he entered, he put his hand on the door-handle with a joy almost sensual. Then ma
ny things hidden within him came out; he learnt couplets by heart and sang them to his boon  comp anio ns, became enthusiastic about  Beranger, learnt how to make punch, and, finally
, how to make love. Thanks to these preparatory labours, he failed completely in his ex amination for a n ordinary de gree. He was expected home the same night to celebrate his success. He starte
d on foot, stopped at the beginning of the village, sent for his mother, and to ld her all. S he excused him, t hrew the bl ame of his failure on the injustice of the examiners, encouraged him a little, a
nd took upon herself to set matters straight. It was only five years later tha t Mo nsieur Bovary knew  the truth; it was old then, and he accepted it. Moreover, he could not believe that a ma
n born of him could be a fool. So Charles set to work again and crammed  fo r his examination, ce aselessly l earning all the old questions by heart. He passed pretty well. What a happy 
day for his mother! They gave a grand dinner. Where should he g o to practi ce? To Tostes, where t her e w as only one old doctor. For a long time Madame Bovary had been on th
e look-out for his death, and the old fellow had barely been pack ed off when Charl es was installed, opposit e his p lace, as  his successor. But it was not everything to have brought up a son, t
o have had him taught medicine, and discovered Tostes, where he could practi ce it; he must have a wife. She found h im one--t he widow  of a bailiff at Dieppe--who was forty-five and had an income of twel
ve hundred francs. Though she was ugly, as dry as a bone, her face with a s many pimples as the spring has bud s, Madame Dubuc h ad no lack of suitors. To attain her ends Madame Bovary had to o
ust them all, and she even succeeded in very cleverly baffli ng the intri gues of a port-butcher  backed up by the priests. Charles had seen in marriage the advent of an easier life, thinking he wo
uld be more free to do as he liked with himself and his mo ney. B ut his wife was master;  he had to say  this and not say that  in company, to fast every Friday, dress as she liked, harass at h
er bidding those patients who did not pay. She opened hi s letter, watched his com ings and goin gs, and listened at th e partition-wall when women came to consult him in his surge
ry. She must have her chocolate every morning, attentio ns w ithout end. She constan tly complain ed of her nerves, her ch est, her liver. The noise of footsteps made her ill; when peopl
e left her, solitude became odious to her; if they c ame back, i t was doubtless to see h er die. When Charles returned in th e evenin g, she stretched forth two long thin arms from beneath
 the sheets, put them round his neck, and havin g made him s it down on the edge of t he bed, began  to talk to him of her tr oubles : he was neglecting her, he loved another. She had 
been warned she would be unhappy; and she ended by a ski ng him for a dose of m edicine and a l ittle more love. Chapte r Two One night towards eleven o'clock they were 
awakened by the noise of a horse pulling up o utside t heir door. The s ervant opened the garret-window and parleyed for some time with a man in the street b
elow. He came for the doctor, had a letter for him. Nata sie cam e downstair s shivering and undid the bars and bol ts one after the other. The man left his horse, an
d, following the servant, suddenly came in be hind her. He pulled out  from his woo l cap with grey top-knots a letter wrapp ed up in a rag and presented it gingerly to Charl
es, who rested on his elbow on the pillow t o read it. Natasie, standing near the bed, held the light. Madame in modesty had turne d to  the wall and showed only her back. This letter
, sealed with a small seal in blue wax, b egge d Monsieur Bovary to come immediately t o the farm of the Bertaux to set a broken  leg. No w from Tostes to the Bertaux was a good eight
een miles across country by way of Longuevill e and Saint-Victor . It was a dark nig ht; Madame Bovary junior was afraid of a ccidents for her husband. So it was decided the stable-boy
 should go on first; Charles would start three  hours later wh en the moon rose. A boy was to be sent to  meet him, a nd show him the way to the farm, and open th
e gates for him. Towards four o'c lock in t he morning, Ch arl es, well wrapped up in hi s cloak, set out fo r the Berta ux. Still sleepy from the warmth of his bed, h
e let himself be lulled by the qui et t rot of his hors e. Wh en  it stopped of its o wn accord in front of t hose  holes surrounded with thorns that are dug 
on the margin of furrows, Charl es awoke with a  st a rt, suddenly reme m bered the broken leg , and tried to call to mind all the fractures h
e knew. The rain had stopped, day was breakin g, a nd on the branch es of the leafless tree s  birds roosted motionless, their little feat
hers bristling in the cold morn ing  wind. The flat co untr y st retched as far a s eye could see, and th e tu fts of trees round the farms at long inte
rvals seemed like dark violet stains on the cast gre y surface, that on the hor izon faded into the gloo m of t he sky. Charles from time to time ope
ned his eyes, his mind grew weary, and, sleep co ming upon  him, he soon  fell into a doze wherein, his r ecent sensations blending with me
mories, he became conscio us of a double self, a t once student and married man, lying in his bed as but now, and cross ing the operation theatre as of ol
d. The warm smell of poulti ces mingled in his b rain with the fresh odour of de w; he heard the iron rings rattling along t he curtain-rods of the bed and
 saw his wife sleeping. As he passed Vassonv ille  he came upon a boy si tting on t he grass at the edge of a ditc h. "Are you the doctor?" ask
ed the child. And on Charl es's answer he too k his wooden shoes  in his hands and ran on in fr ont of him. The general prac
titioner, riding along, gathe red from his guide 's talk that Monsieur Rouault must be o ne of the well-to-do farmers
. He had broken his leg the  e vening before on h is way home from a Twelfth-night feast a t a neighbour's. His wife ha
d been dead for two years. Ther e was with him on ly hi s d aughter, w ho  help ed him to keep house. The ruts were becoming deepe
r; they were approaching the  Bertaux. The little lad, slippi ng through a  ho le i n th e hed ge, disappeared; then he came back to the end of a c
ourtyard to open the gate. The  horse slipped on the w et gr ass ; Charles  had to  stoo p to pass u nder the branches. The watchdogs in their kennels 
barked, dragging at their chains.  As he entered the Ber taux,  th e ho rse took  fright  and s tumbl ed. I t was a substantial-lo oking farm. In the stables, o
ver the top of the open doors, o ne could see great ca rt-hor se s qu ietly fee ding f rom  new r acks.  Right al ong the outbuildings  extended a large dunghill, fro
m which manure liquid ooze d, while amidst fowls  an d tur ke y s, fiv e or si x pea cock s, a lu xury in C hauc hois farmyards, were f oraging on the top of it. The she
epfold was long, the barn h igh, with walls sm ooth a s y ou r ha nd. U nde r the cart-s hed w e re two  large  carts and four plou ghs, with their whips, shafts an
d harnesses complete, wh ose fleeces of blue w ool  w ere getting soiled  by th e fine dust that f ell fr om the granari es. The courtyard sloped upwa
rds, planted with trees set  out symme trically, a nd the  cha tte ring noise  of a fl ock of geese was heard ne ar the pond. A  young woman in a blue merin
o dress with three flounc es ca me to the th resho ld of the d oor  to re ceive Monsieur  Bovary, whom she le d to the kitche n, whe re a large fire was blazing. The
 servant's breakfast was b oiling beside it in small pots o f al l s izes. Some d amp  clothes w ere dr ying inside the chim ney-corner. The  shovel , tongs, and the nozzle of the 
bellows, all of colossal siz e, shone li ke polished st eel, while along th e wa lls hung m any pots an d pans in w hi ch the clear fl ame o f the hearth, mingling with the 
first rays of the sun coming  in thr ough t he window , was m irrored fitfully. C har les went up the  first floor to see t he patient.  He fou nd him in his bed, sweating un
der his bed-clothes, having t hrown his cot ton nig htcap r i ght away from h im . H e  was a f at lit tle man o f fifty,  with w hite s kin a nd blue eyes, the forepart of hi
s head bald, and he wore earr ings. By his s ide o n a chair stood a l ar ge  decanter of brandy,  whence h e poured h ims elf a little f rom time to time to keep up his 
spirits; but as soon as he caug ht sight of the doctor his e lati on  sub sided, and inst ead of  sw earing, as he had bee n doing for the last twelve hours,
 began to groan freely. The fractu re w as a  simple  one, without a ny  kin d of complic ation.  Ch arles c ou ld no t have hoped for an easier case. T
hen calling to mind the devices o f his  masters  at the  be ds ides of patients, he comfo rted the  sufferer w ith a ll sorts of kindly remarks, those Care
sses of the surgeon that are like t he o il they put on bistou ries. In o rd er to make some splints a bundle  of lath s wa s brought up from the cart-house. Charles 
selected one, cut it into two piec es a nd planed it with a fragment  of  wind owpane, while th e s ervant tore up sheet s to make bandages, and Mademoiselle Emma tried t
o sew some pads. As she was a l ong  time before she fo u n d her w ork-case, her fathe r grew impatient; she di d not answer, but as she sewed she pricked her fi
ngers, which she then put to her mout h to suck  them. Ch arles w as surprised at the  whiteness of her nails. They were shiny, delicate 
at the tips, more polished than th e ivory of Dieppe, and almond-sh aped. Ye t her hand was n ot beautiful, perhaps not white enough, and a littl
e hard at the knuckles; besides, it  was too long, with  no soft inflections i n the outline s. Her real beauty was in her eyes. Although brow
n, they seemed black because of t he las hes, and her look came at y ou frank ly, with  a candid boldness. The bandaging over, the doc
tor was invited by Monsieur Rouau lt himself to "pick a bit" be fore he left. Char le s went down in to the room on the ground floor. Knives and fork
s and silver goblets were laid for tw o on a little table at the fo ot of a  huge bed th at had a canopy of print ed cotton with figures representing Turks. There w
as an odour of iris-root and damp s heets that escaped from a large o ak chest  opposite the window. On the floor  in corners were sacks of flour stuck upright in
 rows. These were the overflow from  the neighbouring granary, to which th ree st one steps led. By way of decoration fo r the apartment, hanging to a nail in the middl
e of the wall, whose green paint scal ed off from the effects of the saltpetre, was a cr ayon he ad of Minerva in gold frame, underneath which  was written in Gothic letters "To dear Papa." 
First they spoke of the patient, then of  the weather, of the great cold, of the w olves tha t infeste d the fields at night. Mademoiselle Rouault did not at all like the country, especially now that 
she had to look after the farm almost alone. As the room was chilly, she shivered a s she a te. T his showed something of her full lips, that she had a habit of biting when silent. Her neck st
ood out from a white turned-down collar. Her hair, whose two black folds seemed  each of a  single piece, so smooth were they, was parted in the middle by a delicate line that curved
 slightly with the curve of the head; and, just showing the tip of the ear, it was jo ined  be hind in a thick chignon, with a wavy movement at the temples that the country doctor sa
w now for the first time in his life. The upper part of her cheek was rose-colou red. She  had, like a man, thrust in between two buttons of her bodice a tortoise-shell eyeglass. 
When Charles, after bidding farewell to old Rouault, returned to the room bef ore lea ving, he found her standing, her forehead against the window, looking into the garden
, where the bean props had been knocked down by the wind. She turned ro und. "Are  yo u looking for anything?" she asked. "My whip, if you please," he answered. He bega
n rummaging on the bed, behind the doors, under the chairs. It had fallen to the floor, be tween  the sacks and the wall. Mademoiselle Emma saw it, and bent over the flour sacks. 
Charles out of politeness made a dash also, and as he stretched out his arm, at th e s ame  moment felt his breast brush against the back of the young girl bending beneath
 him. She drew herself up, scarlet, and looked at him over her shoulder  as she handed hi m his whip. Instead of returning to the Bertaux in three days as he had promised, he w
ent back the very next day, then regularly twice a week, without coun ting the  visits  he paid now and th en as  if by accident. Everything, moreover, went well; the patient progressed favour
ably; and when, at the end of forty-six days, old Rouault was seen tr ying to  walk alone in his "den,"  Mon sieur Bovary began to be looked upon as a man of great capacity. Old Rouaul
t said that he could not have been cured better by the first doctor o f Yvet ot, o r even of Rouen. As to C harles, he did not stop to ask himself why it was a pleasure to him to go to t
he Bertaux. Had he done so, he would, no doubt, have attributed h is zeal  to th e importan ce of the case, o r perhaps to the money he hoped to make by it. Was it for this, however, th
at his visits to the farm formed a delightful exception to the meag re occu pations of his life? On these  days he rose early, set off at a gallop, urging on his horse, then got down 
to wipe his boots in the grass and put on black gloves before en tering. He liked go ing into t he court yard, and noticing the gate turn against his shoulder, the cock crow on t
he wall, the lads run to meet him. He liked the granary and the stables ; he like d old Rouault, wh o pressed his hand and called him his saviour; he like the small wooden
 shoes of Mademoiselle Emma on the scoured flags of the kitc he n--her h igh heel s ma de her  a little taller; and when she walked in front of him, the wooden soles s
pringing up quickly struck with a sharp sound against the lea the r of her  boots. She a lways accompanied him to the first step of the stairs. When his horse had not
 yet been brought round she stayed there. They had said "G oo d-bye "; there  was n o mor e talki ng. The open air wrapped her round, playing with the soft down on th
e back of her neck, or blew to and fro on her hips the apron -strings, th at flutte red  like s tream ers. Once, during a thaw the bark of the trees in the yard was oozing, 
the snow on the roofs of the outbuildings was melting; she  stood on th e threshol d, and  w ent to fetch her sunshade and opened it. The sunshade of silk of the 
colour of pigeons' breasts, through which the sun shone, lighted up with shifting hues the  white  skin of her face. She smiled under the tender warmth, and drops of 
water could be heard falling one by one on the stretched silk. During the first period o f Charl es's visits to the Bertaux, Madame Bovary junior never failed to inq
uire after the invalid, and she had even chosen in the bo ok that she kept on a s ystem  of double entry a clean blank page for Monsieur Rouault. But whe
n she heard he had a daughter, she began to make inqu iries, and she  learn t the Mademoiselle Rouault, brought up at the Ursuline Convent, h
ad received what is called "a good education"; and so k ne w dancing, geography, drawing, how to embroider and play the pi
ano. That was the last straw. "So it is for this," she sai d to herself, "that his face beams when he goes to see her, and th
at he puts on his new waistcoat at the risk of spoiling it with the rain. Ah! that woman! That woman!" And she detested 
her instinctively. At first she solaced herself by allusi ons that Charles did not understand, then by casual observation
s that he let pass for fear of a storm, finally by open a postrophes to which he knew not what to answer. "Why did he g
o back to the Bertaux now that Monsieur Rouault wa s cured and that these folks hadn't paid yet? Ah! it was because
 a young lady was there, some one who know how t o talk, to embroider, to be witty. That was what he cared about; 
he wanted town misses." And she went on-- "The d aughter of old Rouault a town miss! Get out! Their grandfather 
was a shepherd, and they have a cousin who was a lmost had up at the assizes for a nasty blow in a quarrel. It is n
ot worth while making such a fuss, or showing her self at church on Sundays in a silk gown like a countess. Besid


